e 

I fee asm ant.ppe the end of all. 

Dut. A earned and vnquiet wrangling dates, 

How many of you haue mine eies beheld? 

My husband-loft his life to get the crowne, 

And often vp and dovvne my fonnes were toft. 

For me to ioy andweepe their gaine and lode, 

And being feared, and domeftike broiks 
Cleane ouerblowne, themfclucs the conquerours, 

Make wan e vpon themfelues, blood againft blood. 

Selfe againft felfe, O prepoftcrous 

And frantike outragc,ende thy damned fplcene, 

Or let me die to looke on death no more. 

Q*. Come, come, my boy,wc will to lanfluarie. 

Hut. lie go along with you. 

Ql-You hauc no caufe. 

Car. My gracious Ladic go, 

And thither bcarc your treafure and your goods. 

For my part. He refigne vnto your Grace, 

The feale I keepe, and fo betide to me, 

As well I tender you and allot yours: a 

Comcjlc conduft you to the fanftuarie. 

f be 'Trumpets found, Enter yong Prince, the Vuket ofKjlo- 
ce(ler,and Buckyngha m,C ardtnallfts' c . .(ber. 

Sue, Welcome fweete Prince to London to jour cham* 
G lo. Welcome dcare Cofen my thoughts foueraigne, 
The wcarie way hath made you melancholic. 

Prtn. No vncle, but our erodes on the was , 

Hauc made it tedious ,wean(bme, and heauie. 

Iwantmore Vnclcs here to welcome me, 

Glo. Swcete Pnndc, the vntamted vertue of your yeeres, 

Hath not yejt diued into the worlds deceit : 

Nor more can youdiftinguifltofaman. 

Then of his outward fhc.v, which God he knowes, 

Seldome or neuer iumpeth with the heai t: 

Thofc Vncles which you want,were dangerous. 

You' Grace attended to their fugred words. 

But lookt noton the poyfonof Jeir hearts . 

God keepe you from them, and from fuch falfe f 


of Richard the third. 

Pri. God keepe me from fade friends,but they were none, 
Glo. My Lord, the Maior ofLondon comes to greete you. 
Enter Lord Maior. 

LoM.GoA blede your grace, with health and happy daies. 

Prtn, I thanke you good my L. and thanke you all: 

I thought my mother, and my brother Yorke 
Would long ere this haue met vs on the way: 

Fie, what a dug is Haftings,that he comes not 
To tell vs whether they will come or no. {Enter L. Haft. 
r Buck^ Andingood time,here comes the fweating Lord. 
Pri. W e Icome my Lord: what will our mother conic? 
Haft On what occafion,God heknovves/aot I: 

The Queene your mother.and your brother Yorke 
Haue taken fan&uarie: The tender Prince 
W ould fame haue come with me, to meete your Grace, 

But by his mother was perforce withheld. 

Buc. Fie, what an indire£L and peeui fh courfe 
Is this of hers? Lo. Cardinal!, will your grace 
Perfwade the Queene to fend the Duke of Yorke 
Vnto his princely brother prefcntlyj 
If die denie,Lo. Haftingsgo with him. 

And from her iealous armes plucke him perforce. 

Car. My Lo. ofBuckingham, if my weake oratory 
Can from hi i mother winne the Duke of Yorke, 

Anon expect him here : butiffh? be obdurate 
To milde entreaties, God in heauenforbid ! - 

We fliould infringe the holy priuiledge 
Of blelled fanftuane,not for all this Lad, 

Would I begin, tic of fo deepeafinne. 1 
Buc. You are too fence Life obftinatc my Led 
i oo ceremonious and traditionail: 

W eiglut but with the grollenede of this age 
£ £ u breake not fanftuaiie in fcazing him: 

i he benefit theicof is alwaies granted 

1 o thofe whofe dealings haue dtferued the place., 
no thofe who haue the wit to claime the plats. 

And ti lat l neH ^ er ciaime< * hjnov d derued it,' 

And therefore pane opinion, cannot haue it. 



